CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVENTH
I play " Marie " to Oblige — Mr. Barrett's Remarkable Call — Did I Receive a Message from the Dying or the Dead ?
FROM the time when, as a ballet-girl, I was called forward and given the part of Marie in " The Marble Heart/' a play Mr. Barrett was starring in, to the then distant day of that really splendid combination with Mr. Edwin Booth, I never saw the former when he was not burning with excitement over some production he had in mind, if not yet in rehearsal. Even in his sleep he saw perfect pictures of scenery not yet painted, just as before " Ganalon " he used to dream of sharp lance and gay pennon moving in serried ranks, of long lines of nobles and gentlemen who wore the Cross of the Crusader.
His friends were among the highest of God's Aristocracy of Brains — 'twas odd that sculptors, artists, poets, thinkers should strike hands with so " cold" a man and call him friend!
I remember well the dismayed look that came upon his face when I was ordered from the ballet ranks to take the place of the lady — a hard, high-voiced sou-brette, who was to have played Marie, had not a sore throat mercifully prevented her. But at my first " Thank you — I'd rather go — yonder—," pointing to the distant convent, his eyes widened, suddenly a sort of tremor came to his lips. He was at my side in an instant, telling me to indicate my convent as on the opposite side, so that my own attitude would be more picturesque to the audience. Between the acts he said to me: " Have you any opinion of Marie, Miss er — er?"
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